l8    THE  AUTHOR  PUTS   IN   A   WORD
his friends with a mixture of affection and
aloofness. I tried to recall the friendly
figure while we passed: where would he be
now? ... At the time I write these words,
he is a prisoner in the hands of the men of
Vichy.
We got away luckily, the train even leav-
ing on time. Immediately afterwards, we
learned later, things had gone much worse.
The doors of the station were closed; the
trains left at random, and it was a matter of
pure chance whether you got into one of
them; it even happened that they were
hardly full.
At the same time, on all the roads leading
from Paris to the south and south-west
began an epic of endless misery. The people
of Belgium and Northern France had already
been streaming southwards for many days,
as the Germans advanced; now the exodus
from Paris, adding millions to the flood and
multiplying its horrors, made it the drama
of a nation in flight.
I have spoken to many a friend who has
been right in it; to men and women from
every walk of life who have been through it
all; who have spent two weeks covering a
distance which was no more than eight
hours5 train-run in normal times, I have